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And by a foreign interest seeks to reign,
Hopeless by love the sceptre to obtain.

Asaph. Morat's too insolent, too much a brave;
His courage to his envy is a slave.
What he attempts, if his endeavours fail
To effect, he is resolved no other shall.

Arim. But    Aureng-Zebe,   by   no   strong   passion

swayed,

Except his love, more temperate is, and weighed:
This Atlas must our sinking state uphold ;
In council cool, but in performance bold:
He sums their virtues in himself alone,
And adds the greatest, of a loyal son :
His father's cause upon his sword he wears,
And with his arms, we hope, his fortune bears.

Sofym. To vast rewards may well his courage move,
A parent's blessing, and a mistress' love.
If he succeed, his recompence, we hear,
Must be the captive queen of Cassimere.

To them ABBAS.

Abbas. Mischiefs on mischiefs, greater still, and more!
The neighbouring plain with arms is covered o'er:
The vale an iron harvest seems to yield,
Of thick-sprung lances in a waving field.
The polished steel gleams terribly from far,
And every moment nearer shows the war.
The horses1 neighing by the wind is blown,
And castled elephants overlook the town.

Arim. If, as I fear, Morat these powers commands,
Our empire on the brink of ruin stands :
The ambitious empress with her son is joined,
And, in his brother's absence, has designed
The unprovided town to take with ease,
And then the person of the king to seize.

Sofym. To all his former issue she has shown
"Long hate, and laboured to advance her own.